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SYNOPSIS.
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The chist charnsters ars Bthel Wil |
loughby, Henry Streetmun and Capl
Lerry Redigond,  Tho minor charnctera

pre Bir George Wagstaff of the British

admiraliy and (Imr!h Prown, & New
York nowspapoar u.rn*mmmlvnl athel.
& resldent of Sir George's housahold,
pacretly marriell to Streetman, a Carman
EPY, lln_n:ull sghe did not know him as
such, Captain Redmond, ber old lover,
rolurns to England aflter long abssnce
From him ahe learna the truth about
Blrevltman; furthermors, that he has
balrayed her gimply to learn naval se-
erela.  Thh Huropean war breaks out
Fithe! prepares (o accompany Stceetman
to Brussels as & German spy In order to
gol revengs and sarve Pngland. Captain
Hedmond, Kihel and C hirlie Brown turn
up ut a Belgian inn as ths German army
comes. SHhe i Madame de Lorde. 8he
beging to work with a French apy. The

Germans appear at the inn,  Madame de
Lorde shows a German gecrel service
mednl gnd convinces tha invaders that she

is & German apy. Charlle Brown baraly an-
capes execution. The sccrel telephona is
discovered and Christophe Is shot aa a
&y, Brown {8 ordercd back o Brussels

CHAPTER XVil—Continued.

“Sny good-by to old Chriastophe for
me! he enjolned them. ‘“Tell him I'm
worey T didn't get his chicken dinner,
but better luck next time!” Hea held
his band ownt to the major. But hand-
shnking fell outside German military
eliguette, Major von Brenig aaluted.

“I way warn you," Major von Brenig
cautioned the American, "I may wamm
you thut if you are found off the road
to Prussels the consequences will be
werious,"

“fn fact, you will be shot, my friend,"

Strestman said, to make the matter on-
tirely clear, And he appeared not at
#!l uncasy over the contingency. In
fact, e impressed Charlle Brown as

belng irritatingly chearful.

“I know you hope for the best,”
Brown told him. He could not deny
Limself that passing retort. “But don't
worry,” be told the major. “I won't
miss Brussels road. And, Streetman,
It you ever come to America, look me

up! I'll give you one good time!"

“f fear he will never get to Brus-
rely' von Brenig sald somewhat pen-
sively, after Charlie had gone. Cer-

tainly he wished the American no il
inck. But he knew. that oot aill offi-
cers whom he might meet wonld prove
to be Columbla men.

“It is his own risk” Btreefman aald.
“He did not have to come here, :
Now, mujor, there may be other sples.
Would it not be best to replace ths

_telephone and put. A secrat  guared|

sround thls room? Then If anyone else
comes to the telephone, we ashall
know."”

The scheme appealed to Major von

irenlg.  Accordingly, they had or-
dered the man Otto to return the in-
Atrument to its hiding place. And sta-
tionlng others where they might keep
wulch of the fireplace, and yet not be
seen by anyone who entered the room,
they iunstructed Lieutenant Baum to
frrest the first person who approached
the telephone,

“Report to me at once, in such an
event,”™ the major sald.

“If mecessury, shoot before any mes-
Rage Ccan be sent” Streefman told him.

The man from the Wilhalmstrasse
then hurried away to see (ieperal
Freund, promising to return to join the
tunjor and Captain Karl at dinner,

CHAPTER XVIIL.
Death Hovers Near Ethal.

Ever since ghe succeeded In In-
velgling Lieutenant Baum into reveal-
Ing to ber the secret of the fork in the
road, [thel had waited her opportunity
to telepbone the news to the French
front It seemed to her that the Ger
mun {ntrudera would never leave the
public room, even for five minutes.
Meanwhile she had hovered near. And
el last she was convinced that the
couat was clear.

Cautiously she opened the door and
peered Iinside. She saw no one. Bo she
Etepped into the room. For just a few
moements she hesitated, to assure her-
&edf that there was a Jull in the move-
wents of the enemy, Apparently they
had withdrawn to spruce themselves
up aflter their long march.

Bhe nerved herself to her task

She slole to the fireplace, glanced
over her ghoulder for one last hurried
survey of the room, and reached her
band out for the instrument. Bhe had
harely takea It up when ghe heard the
command—

“Halt!"

Ethel turned. To her atartied syes
the room seemed suddenly full of sol-
dlers. And giving a lttle cry, ahe
dropped the telephone upon the floor,

Fdentenant Baum confronted her
sternly.

“You are a spy for the Mrench(” he
reld.

“No, no! Let me explaint™

He ignored her protest.

“Load!” He snapped out the onler
to his men. And as they obeyed HEthel
cried:

“No, no, no! For God's sake don't
sliont me llke that!" ‘Trembling, she
stood there, while they covered her
with their ritlea,

Then another cry of "Hall!” rang
out. This time the command came
from the doorway. It was Larry Red-
moiid who Interrupfed the grim busi.
neas,

Cdeutenyn? Paum turped to him in
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surprise. while the German soldiers
| lowered their guns and sgluted,

“What are you_doing?’ Larry de-
| manded.

“A spy for the French!" Baum ex-
plained somewRat peevishly.

“A spy for the French. eh?" Larry
suld as be drew nearer. “Fraulein—"
he began, And then he stopped short.
He had not recognized Ethel at first,
for 'her back was toward the door.
But now they guzed at each other in
smnzement. “A spy, eh?" Larry re-
peated. “What makes you think so?"
| =She went to use that telephone. It
lends to the French,” the lieutenant
sald.

“Excellent. excellent!”
him. *“But—I shall
matter,”

“But Major von Brenlg—" Baum be-
gan.

Larry brought him up sharply.

“I am your superior officer!” he re-
minded the leutenant. And at that the
other saluted, “In ten minutes,” Larry
continued, “yon will report to Major
von Breunig that you capfured the spy
—that she {8 bere in my charge, and
will he be kind enough to come here
directly.”

“Yes, Herr Captaln!™

“In ten minutes, lientenant! . , .
It Is for the fatherland!”

“Ten minutes!” Baum replied. And
once more he saluted.

At a sign from Baum the soldiers
withdrew, with the leutenant ]aadlng
| the way.

Lirry walted tlll the last man was
out of the room and the doors had
closed behind them. Then he sprang
to Ethel's side.

“Ethell They caoght you at the
telephone?” he cried.

“Yes!" That was all she muld say,
re she faced him pitifully.

“Then they knew; and 'twas a trap
set for you?"

“Oh, Larry, what will happen to
me?"

He tried to ealm her fears.

“There, there, my darling—no more
harm shall come to you!"

Already his active mind was formu-
lating a plan for her relief.

“But what are we to do?" she asked.
She felt helpless, incompetent to act,

Larry told
#vestigate this

* | to devise any means for saving herself

from the fate that hung over her.
“Now, my denr, since they know
“you're XRpY
for you to escape through their lines"
he sald. “Bo for the moment, go into
that room—" he pointed out a door to
her—*go in there, lock the door, and
when they come back I'll do the best I
can with a bit of explalnin’. .
Come!" He started for the
door of the room where he meant to
hide her, when his foot caught on
something—it was the padlock that
was pushed through the hasp of the
trapdoor of the wine cellar—and he
tripped and all but fell “Sure, trippin's
a bad sign,” he exclaimed. "I'll not be
married this year, 1—" He paused as

a thought struck him—an {nspiration,

“For God's Sake, Don't Shoot Me Liks
That.”

it seemed. And for a brief instant he
looked down at the contrivance at his
feet.

“What Is It?” Ethel inguired.

“My dear, the wine cellar—guick!
It's a great chance!”
. “What do you mean?' she asked
wonderingly. He had already pulled
up the trapdoor. The padlock had not

been closed. “You want to hide me
there?”
Bomehow, she shrank from the

{hought of descending into that dark
hale. It seemed to her that once she
sought that shelter they would surely
find ber in the end.

“No, no! 'Twould be the first place
they'd genrch,” he replled. He pulled

through the omtpx._
it!" he exclaimed dell
still etanding upon
“The light's shiningIa
Can you see me?" he
“No, no! The Im
can't see you at alll” gy
He came up quickly then
“Good—good! Now I
It somebody peeked dowf
wounldn't they think & desper
an was standing at h
stairs waltin’ to shoM
who tried to come down
Ethel stood there jn
flashlight had listened to bil
“Yes—yes—I belleve
she admitted, begluning
his scheme, ;
“And that's what wc‘ve p make
them helieve. Now, hasten, farlin'—
hasten! . . . 'Tis best i He
led her behind the elgar er, for
he had suddenly abandoned hf previ-
ous notion of eoncealing her iff the ad:
joining room. *“Go and hide§ he dl-
rected. And she crouchs In the
sitadow of the counter, | God is
good to the Irish!” he e B 'Have
you a revolver?”
“Yes, Larry!” She pro
nickeled weapon. :
He took it from her,
“"Tig rather a toy,” he
I suppose it will shoot. T
the sonnd of a shot frig
screaming. I've got to give
bit of a flesh wound just in ¢h
“No, no!" she exclaimed in |
alarm. :
“With this it can be onk
he sald. “As soon as I ghe
hide. . . . Now, here g
He shot himself in the
then handed the revolver b
who lmmediately huddled _1 find the
counter. Then Larry baxn ed % fhe trap-
door shut. And backing awny
he walted for the men who
would sogn come running
In another moment thqr
him.
“Herr captain—you are
Lieutenant Baum cried,
“'"Tis nothing," Larry re|
he proceeded to bafidage b
hand with a handkerehief. . -
Others joined the startied

small,

“But
[pn't let
i 1 Into
pyself a
A1 nd,”
reaned

rateh,"
pck and

t hand,
‘- p Ethel,

not of
Germans—among the neweo Ma-
jor von Brenig. v
“The spy—the woman spy+—where
is she?"' he asked.
Larry told him that the n had

escaped.

And then Larry explained & A
had suddenly produced a re .-‘
shot him. “Before I could d
own revolver she'd got away,
“She raised the trapdoor
down there,” he continued,
the floor.

The major remembered ﬂﬂ
was no outlet to tho wine ellg

door, to face a bllndlng ‘bun
He backed away quickly.
“What the devil!"” he ghot
And at the same time Le
him to be careful. "
“8he must have one of ou
flashlights,” he sald. “What
It made of you, anor!

ahe can plck off our men om-h;r Pne
as they go down unless we :

“If 1 may make so bold as|
gest—" he began; and seeing fhs
major gave him permission to cimtin
he sald, “If there {s no way ouf of the
cellar save that, why waste our |
when all we need is to leave hir |
to starve—till there's no fight (o

“Why not leave her there
von Brenig asked. He wa
everything, a practical man. J5

o 'Tlu better still—'tls a just 1
& spy,” Larry agreed. | R

“Baum—run a bayonet throjigh
hasp!" the major ordered. The jm
had fallen into the cellar ufh
when Larry first opened th
“Later you will make the fisten
permanent,” von Brenlg sald.

CHAPTER XIX,

A Surprise for Streetm I

Well satisfled at the happy o
tion of the episode, the major
men retired once more. And'l
now found himself alone in thed
except for a telephone sergegal who
stationed himself at the fleid] Instra-

ment which he bad placed upofy & table
when the Germans first reached the
Lion d'Or. At least, there Were no
otherz present so far as the gergesnt
knew. In their consuming infprest in

that trapdoor, not one of the {" des
had noticed Etbel as she crougisd be-
hind the clgar connter.
Ordered by Larry to Ieuve.
gennt explained that Major vol
Was expecting o message, iy
“Come back in fifteen minutég® Lar-
ry ordered. “I will tnke any mekgaget
The fellow had no sooner ge
Larry started for the cigar
“Well, my darlin’, so far &
he said fn a low volee. And 1
his dismay he heard someon

: @ ser-

street door. “Ssh! Don't get 89 yet!
Someone §8 coming!” Larry Warn
o 1

To his immense alarm and &
nation, as the door swung open
that this latest arrival waa
than Henry Streetman,

They saluted. And as a wavp @
ognition swept across Btreetm .'
he whipped out his revolver ag
“Halt!"

“What the devil do yon '
Larry cried, )

Streetman regarded him oo l .

“Well, Captain Redmond("

)

rec-
face
l‘h_ﬂ.

ant

_“That night I gave gm your lite*
he proceeded. “Now I must take it
hack again, Before I call my men
have you anything to say?”

“Not a word!" Larry defied him.
“¥pu have no message to send—the
girl you told me of ?"

“I belleve she can hear me when I

" | say that I love her and pray the good

God to keep her safe and free from
harm,” the Irishman told him in all
truth. B'emnﬂmnﬂ;meay

Streetman Wheeled About in Amaze-
ment.

tain Redmond. Indeed, he saw that he
was in a devllish tight hole. And rack
his brains as he would, he could think
of no way out.

Larry was right. The girl he loved
did hear him. Before Btreetman had
gnld another word, Ethel leaped from
behind the cigar counter with her re

. | volver levelad at Streetman.

“Hands up!
you!" ghe eried.

Streetman wheeled about In amage-
ment. And before he could collect his
geattered wits Captain Redmond had

Hands up—or ['ll kil

“I'wrested the German spy’s revolver
| from him.

“Ethel, my dear, you sbouldn't have
mixed up in this," Larry reproved her.

Streetman heard him with {ocreasing
wonder,

“'My dear!” he repeated after Larry.
“Then you know Captain Redmondi"
he exclaimed, searching Hthel's face
for the Information he only now be
gan to suspect.

“I do,” she told him unflinchingly,

He saw everything clearly at last.

“Then, by God! You're the English-
man she loved!" he exclalmed as he

® | turned to Larry. -

Ethel did not wait for Captaln Red-
mond to answer,

“Yes, yes, I love him!" she con-
fessed shamelessly. “I've always loved
him."

“Then you lled to me when you sald
you hated him,” Streetman accused
her. “You lled when you sald you
wanted to work against the English—
you lled!” He was llke a madman, as
he realized how she had tricked him.

“1 lled—yes!" shie confessed. “I lied,
too, when I sald the English fleet had
+ | dispersed.” It hadn't. It went to the
Kiel canal. T've lied to you every min-
ute—every mipute since we left for
Brussels."

“You said the man you married was
a German spy—" Larry reminded
Ethel. “But you can't be her hus-
band,” he told Strestman. “I met your
wife in Berlin,"

Streetman sneered.

“Her huosband? . . . 8o that's
what she told you! That's good!" He
even laughed at the thought, In spite
of the menacing revolver that Captaln
Redmond poluted at bim.

“Henry! Henry!” Ethel's boldness
had forsaken her now,

She could not bear to hear such
things said—and before Larry, of all
men,

“I don't understand,” Captain Red-
mond sald slowly.

“Then let me expldin—since you and
she are in love, 11 may be of some in
terest for you to kndw, Captain Red-
mond.” Streetman conld scarcely have
med for more complete revenge than

“0Oh, don't! Don't!” Ethel entreated,

But Streetman continued ruthlessly,

“This lady,” be sald, “this lady has
the honor to be—" :

“Don't say it, you dog!” Larry
warned him.  And his finger curled
caressingly about the trigger of the
revolver,

“No, no! It [sn't true! Don't be-
Heve him!" Ethel urged. “I thought I
was murr!ed honestly—truly married.

I lpathe him, I desplse bim.
You do believe me? Oh, say

| that you do—please!”

“Of course, my dear, I love youn!™
Larry said quietly, as if that were rea-
son enongh—and morefor his com-

“Well, Herr Strassman!” § |

plete trust In her

(TO BE CONTINUED,)

her entire thme In the fresh alr,
Then, too, Mr, Van Winkle and higs

and devoted much of their time to the
cultivation of rare flowers and frults
Their roses were the finest in the coun-
tryside, and every morning his wife
found beside her plsta lt

fresh flowers,

On this especial morning early In
June not only were magnificent roses
walting for her at her place at the
table but some of the finest and most
luscious straw es from their own
garden. The breakfast table was seét
in the pagoda, which at this time In
the year was covered by a mass of
roses, in full bloom. As Mr., Van
Winkle entered the pagoda the butler
reported that the strawberries had
been stolen from the table while the
malds were indoors.

“These brats who llve about here!”
Mr. Yen Winkle exclaimed. *“Let me
know if it happens again, John, and
we'll catch the thieves, even if I have
to hire speclal detectives for the pur-

The next mort:lng a8 Mr. Van Winkle
was retarning to the house from a
wallc before breakfast he espled the
figure of a child some distance away
darting throngh a grove of trees, Ina
moment the stolen berries came to his
mind and he made a dash In the
tion of the fiying figure. He soon
caught up with s lttle girl just as she
wnas outside his hedge and elose to the
door of a nearby dilapldated house,
which was evidently her home,.

“Stop, you little thief." .

The child came back, and in a plte-
ous volee sald :

“Please, sir, don’t let mother hear:
she's sick and can't eat the food we
have. Good food costs too much now.
I thought these berries would help
make her eat."

“Where I8 your father?' asked Mr.,
Yan Winkle.

“Father dled last winter,”

“Who supports you and your
mother?”

“I have a hig brother; fifteen; he
earns six dollars a week ; but somehow
there never seems enongh to get mother
nice little things to eat.” There was a
plteons look of distress on the thim,
pale face,

“How old nre you?*

“Nine and a half, sir."

“Come up to the house every morn-
Ing and T will leave orders with the
gardener to give you fresh berries for
your mother, and cream as well.”

M, Van Winkle had always been a
hard man to the poor. Born rich him-
gelf, he looked down on thqse In pov-
erty as of an entirely different specles
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Ings as the rich. He had once sent a
poor man to prison for a small theft
and felt that he had shown himself an
unusually good citizen by so dolng
This morning he had the awakening of
hig life. Was not the mother of his
own children delicate? On reaching
home he went upstairs to his wife's
room.

“Louise,” he sald, “you know that
strawberries were stolen from the
breakfast table yesterday morning. It
happened again this morning and I
caught the thief."

“Oh! 1 am sorry for that; I wish he
had escaped Wlmt did you do with
him?"

“The thief was a little girl abont a
year older than our Ruth, What I iid
with her was to tell her to come every
morning and fresh berries would be
glven to her."

“Oh! how I love you for that,” cried
his wife. “Do tell me about it."”

By the time the story was told there
were fears In the eyes of Mrs. Van
Winkle. Her husband scelhg her dis-
tress and for the first time harboring
a similar feellpg. told her that he
wounld provide ample funds with which
she could provide for the little girl and
her sickk mother while he would lock
out for the boy himself.

“If 1 find him to be a promlsing lnd,”
he continuned, “I can easlly place him
In a position where he will have a
chance to rise,”

The next spring Mrs. Van Winkle
was much Improved, and the woman
she and her husband had helped had
entirely recovered. One morning the
little girl appeared at the Van Winkle
breakfast room, a tiny bunch of wild
wood violets in her hand, which she
held out to Mrs, Van Winkle and said :

“They're the first of the season; I
plcked them for you"

The woman took the child in her
arms, 3

“It says here that there is enough
phosphate In a man's body to make
8,000 boxes of matches,"” sald Mr.
Grabb, as he locked up from his news-
paper.

“Maybe that's the reason why he Is
always faring up,” responded Mrs,
Grabb.—Clocinnati Enquirer,

- Consistent.

“How did you happen to drop out
of the 'Don't Worry Club’?"

“I was too good a member., 1 re
fused to worry even about any dues™

wife were very foid of country Iife, |

from himself, devold of the same feel- |

. When I cateh

kidneys now, Doan's, ;
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inner Requirements.

“Mister, have yer got any ol' duds
yer don't want?”

“No; but I've an old automobile ou
may have.

“T'ankk, but I got emn-ngls tranblo
supplyln’ me own innards widout beg
gin' gasoline from door to door.—
Boston Transeript.

Important to Wiothers
Examine cuetl:litlv bottle of

CASTORIA, that famous old remedy
for Infants and children, and see that it

Bears the

Signature of A
In Use for Over ears,
Children Cry for Fletcher's Castoria

Nothing But Trouble.

“There 18 no oceasion for you to
envy me,"” said the prosperous per-
son, “I have as many troubles as
you."

“] #'pose ye have, mister,” admitted
Dismal. Dawson, “but the difficulty
with me is that T ain't got ln,lﬂﬂ-ﬂl
else”

Plles Cured in 6 to “

(o ielig B, Hiandinger iR e

" According to lvldenu.
Mre, Bilson (sentimentally) — It's
love that makes the world go “tound.
Mr. Bilson (a lawyer)—No wonder
it gets dizzy.

GREEN'S AUGUST FLOWER

Has been used for all allments that
are caused by a disordered stomach
and inactive liver, such as sick hoad-
ache, constipation, sour stomadh,
nervous lpdl,xentl.on. fermentation

resulafm Wﬁl
both In ltomch and intestines,

and sweetens the stomach aod u-
tary canal, stimulates the liver to se-
crete the bile and Impurities from the
blood. Bold In all civilized countries
B0 and 90 cent bottles—Ady,

Homicldal Language on Rifle Range.

Officer—*“Have you anyone else to
shoot, sergeant?”  Sergennt—*"No, sir,
I'll shoot myself now."—Exchuange.

Dr. Plerce's Pellets are best for liver,
bowels and stomach. One little Pellet
for a laxative, three for a cathartic. Ad.

Accounting for It,
“What - makes the old fellow over
there such n croker?” *“He told me he
had a frog In his throat.”

Uhexpected Frankness,
Visitor—"How many men are study-
Ing at Lehigh?' Host "18—"0Oh| Not
half of them.”"—Lehigh Burr,

Constipation, indigestion, sick-henduche
and bilious mdmm are overcome a
ﬁ}lm of Tea. on

"

With a man an effort must have Its

i Tuuse; with a woman It must have its

bhecause,

In the game of life a good .deal de-
pends on & good deal.

Sloth makes all things difficult, but
mdustry all easy.

Cuticura Soap
Ideal For Baby's Skin

g&mh Your Eﬁ!-o:

E'-' mma.
_lnnl'mma counm
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